EPILOGUE
I HAVE wandered far enough in my thought, it
would seem, from the lonely grange in its wide
pastures, and the calm expanse of fen ; and I
should wish once more to bring my reader back
home with me to the sheltered garden, and the
orchard knee-deep in grass, and the embowering
elms ; for there is one word more to be said, and
that may be best said at home ; though our ex-
perience is not limited by time or place. It was
on the lonely ridge, strewn with boulders and
swept by night-winds, when the darkness closed in
drearily about him, that Jacob, a homeless exile,
in the hour of his utmost desolation, saw the
ladder whose golden head was set at the very
foot of God, thronged with bright messengers of
strength and hope. And again it was in the
familiar homestead, with every corner rich in gentle
memories, that the spirit of terror turned the bitter
stream of anguish, as from the vent of some
thunderous cloud, upon the sad head of Job. We
may turn a corner in life, and be confronted
perhaps with an uncertain shape of grief and
despair, whom we would fain   banish from our
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